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STRAY LEAVES










































THE BOOK OF THOTH

restored to Noferkephtah his wife and his son;
and thus did penance. After which the tomb of
Noferkephtah was sealed up forever by Pharaoh’s
order; and no man knoweth more the place of
Noferkephtah’s sepulture.





















STRAY LEAVES

and, taking Aki’s gray head upon her bright breast,
she sang to him, and kissed him, and stroked his
aged face....

The sun arose; the watchers awakened. They
bent over Aki, and it seemed that Aki slept lightly.
But when they called him, he answered not; when
they touched him, he stirred not. He slept for-
everl...















THE BIRD WIFE

and higher, against the sky. Thrice above the
weeping father they turned in spiral flight, thrice
screamed above the peaks of glimmering ice, and,
sweeping suddenly toward the far south, whirred
away forever.
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TALES FROM INDIAN AND BUDDHIST
LITERATURE




































THE MAKING OF TILOTTAMA

be not consumed because of thee. Dwell therefore
within the heaven of the sun forevermore.”

And Brahma, having restored to Indra the domin-
ion of the Three Worlds, withdrew into the infinite
light of the Brahmaloka.




























































STRAY LEAVES

bearing flowers lovelier than that narcissus whose
Mossoms have been compared to the eyes of Orien-
tal girls, and rosy fruit as smooth-skinned as maiden
tlesh.

No the twelfth year passed. And with the passing
of its last moon, a great fruit parted itself, and
theretrom issued the body of a woman, slender and
¢xquisite, whose supple limbs had been folded up
within the fruit as a butterfly is folded up within
its chrysalis, comely as an Indian dawn, deeper-
¢yed than ever woman of earth — being indeed an
immortal, being an Apsaras — Bakawali reincar-
nated for her lover, and relieved from the maledic-
tion of the gods.





















NATALIKA

Were not those flowers the blossoming of her
beautiful youth, made lovelier by its own sacrifice?

The temple and its ten thousand priests are gone.
But even after the lapse of a thousand years a per-
fume still exhales from those roses of stone!







































STRAY LEAVES

drasen married the daughter of the dead Mahabal,
and Chandrasen’s son took Mahabal’s widow to
wife. So that the father married the daughter of
the mother, and the son the mother of the daugh-
ter. ... .

And the Demon asked: “O Vikramaditya, in what
manner were the children of Chandrasen and his son
related by these marriages?” But the king could not
answer. And because he remained silent the Demon was
pleased, and befriended him in a strange and unexpected
manner, as it is written in the “Vetilapanchavinsati.”









THE LION

not utter the word. That is a lion! If thou givest
him life, he will devour us.”

But the others laughed him to scorn, saying:
“Go home, thou fool! What dost thou know of
science?”’

Then he answered them: “At least, delay the
making of the lion until thy brother can climb up
this tree.” Which they did.

But hardly had he ascended the tree when the
word was spoken, and the lion moved and opened
his great yellow eyes. Then he stretched himself,
and arose, and roared. Then he turned upon the
three wise men, and slew them, and devoured them.

But after the lion had departed, the youth who
knew nothing of science descended from the tree
unharmed, and returned to his home.


















LEGEND OF THE MONSTER MISFORTUNE

under the title, “Les Avadinas” —or “The Simili-
tudes” — a Sanscrit term corresponding to the Chinese
Pi-yu, and justified by the origin of the stories, trans-
lated by the Chinese themselves, or at least reconstructed,
from old Sanscrit texts. I have ventured, however, to
accentuate the slightly Chinese coloring of the above

grotesque parable. L. H.




























































YAMARAJA

Wisdom — finding at last the eternal peace, the
eternal rest.

“Whatsoever is high shall be brought low; where-
soever is agreement will surely come division; where
there is birth there shall surely be death also.

“Therefore cast off, O Brahman, all passion, all
affection, all regret, as the Vasika plant sheds its
withered flowers; therefore flee the ignorant, and
seek in solitude the true wisdom, needing no com-
panion, rejoicing as the elephant escaped from the
herd....”

And, perceiving the vanity of life, the evanes-
cence of joy, the folly of grief, that Brahman ceased
to mourn, and besought permission to follow the
footsteps of the Teacher....












THE LOTUS OF FAITH

And ere the Bodhisattva could fall, there suddenly
arose from the depths of the pit of fire a vast and
beautiful lotus-flower, like unto that from whose
womb of gold was Brahma born; and it received
the feet of the Bodhisattva, and bore him 'beyond
the pit, upcasting over him a spray of golden dust
like a shower of stars. So he poured into the Bud-
dha’s bowl the holy gift of alms.

The darkness vanished; the abyss was not; the
Buddha, rising in air, passed over a bridge of rosy
cloud to the mountain regions of Himalaya. But
the' Bodhisattva, still standing upon the lotus of
gold, long discoursed unto the people concerning
holy things. “






RUNES FROM THE KALEWALA







































'STRAY LEAVES |

ceased tormenting Kalewa, and departed from him.
So Kalewa sank again into his eternal slumber,
and the earth that loved him recovered him, and
the forests rewove their network of knotted roots
above his place of sleep..... "










































STRAY LEAVES

severed veins were retied, the severed muscles
rejoined, the broken bones reknit.

And many other wonderful things said and done
by the old man within the recess of the hearth are
told of in the Fourth Rune of the ancient Kalewala.
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~ STORIES OF MOSLEM LANDS




































THE SON OF A ROBBER

tongue of his fathers. And all the fierceness of his
fathers returned upon him, with longings for the
wind-voices of the peaks, and the madness of
leaping water, and the sleeping-places above the
clouds where the eagles hatched their young, and
the secrets of the unknown caverns, and the altar
of flickering fire....So that he made compact with
them; and, treacherously returning, slew the aged
vizier together with his sons, and robbed the palace,
and fled to the mountains, where he took refuge in
his father’s ancient fortress, and became a leader of
outlaws. And they told the tale to the king.

Then the king, wondering not at all, laughed
bitterly and said: “O ye wise fools! how can a good
sword be wrought from bad iron? how may educa-
tion change the hearts of the wicked? Doth not the
same rain which nourisheth the rose also nourish
the worthless shrubs that grow in salty marshes?
How shall a salty waste produce nard? Verily, to
do good unto the evil is not less blameworthy than
to do evil unto the good.”












LEGEND OF LOVE

speed to the place where the young girl dwelt, she
being also at the point of death, so grievous was the
pain of her heart. Then said she to him: “Never
again in this world shall I behold him that my soul
loveth; and I much fear if I die a Christian, lest I
should not meet him in the other. Therefore I give
testimony that there is no other God but God, and
that Mahomet is the prophet of God!”

Then the friend whispered unto her what had
happened, to her great astonishment. But she only
answered: “ Bear me to where he rests; and bury me
with my feet toward his feet, that I may rise face
to face with him at the Day of Judgment!”









STRAY LEAVES

that wretch uttered no single pious word, but evil
and blasphemous language concerning thee, cursing
his king in the impotency of his rage.”

But the king’s brows darkened when he heard
the words; and turning terrible eyes upon the second
vizier, he said unto him: “More pleasant to my
ears was the lie uttered by my first vizier, than the
truth spoken by thy lips; for he indeed uttered a
lie with a good and merciful purpose, whereas thou
didst speak the truth for a wicked and malignant
purpose. Better the lie told for righteous ends than
the truth which provoketh evil! Neither shall my
pardon be revoked; but as for thee, let me see thy
face no more!”
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TRADITIONS RETOLD FROM THE
TALMUD
























A LEGEND OF RABBA

toward the other, and fastened them so with a rope.
And they bound Bar-Hedia’s right leg to one tree-
top, and his left leg to the other; and thereafter
severed the rope suddenly with a sword. And the
two cedars, as suddenly leaping back to their
natural positions, tore asunder the body of Bar-
Hedia into equal parts, so that his entrails were
spilled out, and even his skull, splitting into halves,
emptied of its brain.

For the malediction of the great Rabba was upon
him,















STRAY LEAVES

voice from the upper chamber of the tower mocked
him, crying aloud: “Hither cometh that Bar-
Yochai, who thinketh himself able to purify Tibe-
rias!” Now the mocker was himself a most learned
man.

“] swear unto thee,” answered Rabbi Simon —
“I swear unto thee that Tiberias shall be made pure
in spite of such as thou, and their mockings.”

And even as the holy Rabbi spoke, the mocker
who stood within the chamber of the tower utterly
crumbled into a heap of bones; and from the bones
a writhing smoke ascended — the smoke of the
wrath of the Lord, as it is written: “The anger of
the Lord shall smoke!” ...


















STRAY LEAVES

One, bless ye with everlasting benediction! May
your hearts be welded by love, as gold with gold
by the cunning of goldsmiths! May the Lord, who
coupleth and setteth the single in families, watch
over ye! The Lord make this valiant woman even
as Rachel and as Lia, who built up the house of
Israel! And ye shall behold your children and your
children’s children in the House of the Lord!”

Even so the Lord blessed them; and Esther
became as the fruitful vine, and they saw their
children’s children in Israel. Forasmuch as it is
written: “He will regard the prayer of the desti-
tute.”










































STRAY LEAVES

But before they burned the corpse of Titus they
opened his skull and looked into his brain, that they
might find the gnat.

Now the gnat was as big as a swallow, and
weighed two selas, as weight is reckoned in Israel.
And they found that its claws were of brass, and
the jaws of its mouth were of iron!






STRAY LEAVES
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FANTASTICS
AND OTHER FANCIES

EDITED BY
CHARLES WOODWARD HUTSON



There are tropical lilies which are venom-
ous, but they are more beautiful than the
frail and icy-white lilies of the North.

Larcapio HEArN
















































FANTASTICS AND OTHER FANCIES

The author named them only “Fantastics.”
We have given to each its separate title, as indi-
cated by the most striking feature in the story.
To the “Other Fancies,” which we have included
in the collection, he gave the titles under which they
now appear, and some of them he signed.

CuarLes Woobpwarp HuTtson



FANTASTICS AND OTHER FANCIES
























THE LITTLE RED KITTEN

Next morning two little bodies lay side by side
on the ashes — miles away from the old Creole
house. The little tawny kitten had found its speckled
sister.









. FANTASTICS AND OTHER FANCIES

all God’s world. Is it not so with that fragrance of
good deeds, which liveth after the deed hath been
done — or the memories of dead loves which soften
the hearts of the living?”

And the cypresses together with the Shadows
bowed answeringly; and the West Wind, ceasing
to mourn, spread his gauzy wings in flight toward
the rising of the sun.

The moon, sinking, made longer the long shad-
ows; the South Wind caressed the cypresses, and,
bearing with him ghosts of the flowers, rose in
flight toward the dying fires of the stars. '









THE DEVIL’S CARBUNCLE

And a tremendous fight began among the three
comrades.

The following day some Mitayos found the dead
body of one of the combatants, and the other two
riddled with wounds, begging for a confessor.
Before they died they related the story of the car-
buncle, and told how it illumined the combat with a
sinister and lurid light. But the carbuncle was
never found after. Tradition ascribes its origin to
the Devil; and it is said that each Good Friday night
travelers may perceive its baleful rays twinkling
from the huaca Juliana, rendered famous by this
legend.




































FANTASTICS AND OTHER FANCIES

The music of the many-toned Opera of Life envel-
ops and absorbs the soul of the stranger — teaching
him that the acting behind the Curtain is not all a
mimicry of the Real, but in truth a melodrama of
visible, tangible, sentient life, which must endure
through many thousand scenes until that Shadow,
who is stronger than Love, shall put out the lights,
and ring down the vast and sable Curtain. And thus
dreaming, thou findest thyself again in the streets,
whitened by the moon! Lights, fairies, kings, and
captains are gone. Ah! thou hast not been dream-
ing, friend; but the hearts of those who have beheld
Fairyland are heavy.





















A DREAM OF KITES

burning in the purple deeps of the summer night
above us, we dreamed of the kites which children of
a larger growth fly in the face of heaven — toys of
love and faith — toys of ambition and of folly —
toys of grotesque resolve and flattering ideals —
toys of vain dreams and vain expectation — the
kites of human Hope, gaudy-colored or gray, richly
tinseled or humbly simple — rising and soaring and
tossing on the fickle winds of the world, only to
become entangled at last in that mighty web of in-
dissoluble and everlasting threads which the Weird
Sisters spin for all of us.











































































FANTASTICS AND OTHER FANCIES

The moon is up! O death-white dead world!
— couldst thou too feel, how gladly wouldst thou
cease thy corpselike circlings in the Night of Im-
mensity and follow me to that darker immensity
where even dreams are dead!















THE VISION OF THE DEAD CREOLE

I looked upon her again in the white light; —
I saw the same weirdly beautiful face, the same smile
of the sphinx; — I saw the vacant tomb yawning
to its entrails; — I saw its shadow — my shadow —
lying sharply upon the graves; — and I saw that the
tall white figure before me cast no shadow before the
moon!

And suddenly under the stars, sonorous and
vibrant as far cathedral bells, the voices of the
awakening watchmen chanted — Ave Maria Puri-
sima! — las tres de la mafiana, y tiempo sereno!
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A DEAD LOVE

And it came to pass that after many tropical
moons had waxed and waned, and the summer was
come, with a presence sweet as a fair woman’s —
making the drowsy air odorous about her — that
she whose name was uttered by his lips when the
Shadow of Death fell upon him, came to that city
of palms, and to the ancient place of burial, and
even to the tomb that was nameless.

And he knew the whisper of her robes; and from
the heart of the dead man a flower sprang and passed
through the fissure in the wall of the tomb and
blossomed before her and breathed out its soul in
passionate sweetness.

But she, knowing it not, passed by; and the
sound of her footsteps died away forever!






























AIDA

beside him. She had concealed herself in the dark-
ness that she might die in his arms.

The footsteps of the priests, the sacred hymn,
die away. Alone in the darkness above, at the feet
of the silent gods, there is a sound as of a woman’s
weeping. It is Amneris, the daughter of the king.
Below in everlasting gloom the lovers are united
at once in love and death. And Osiris, forever im-
passible, gazes into the infinite night with tearless
eyes of stone.




































SPRING PHANTOMS

this phantom love, born of the mist of poor human
dreams — so fair and faultless that her invisible
presence makes us less reconciled to the frailties
and foibles of real life. Perhaps she too has faults;
but she has no faults for us except that of unsub-
stantiality. Involuntarily we acquire the unjust
habit of judging real women by her spectral stand-
ard; and the real always suffer for the ideal. So
that when the fancy of a home and children —
smiling faces, comfort, and a woman’s friendship,
the idea of something real to love and be loved by —
comes to the haunted man in hours of disgust with
the world and weariness of its hollow mockeries —
the Woman that he shall never know stands before
him like a ghost with sweet sad eyes of warning —
and he dare not!







































FANTASTICS AND OTHER FANCIES

glow of sunset. He did not say “Cap” this time;
neither did he smile. The envelope was larger than
usual. The handwriting was the handwriting of a
man. It contained only these words:

DEeAR ——, Hortense is dead. It happened very sud-

denly on the night of the 24th. Come home at once.
S—r1





















A LEGEND

And in the third generation the descendants of
the man had increased even to two millions of
males, not including females, who were indeed few,
so great was the universal desire for males.

And in the tenth generation there were even as
many males as females.

And the world was regenerated.







































FANTASTICS AND OTHER FANCIES

nings played circling before his eyes....The pill-
boxes were gone! But was not that the face of the
doctor, anxious and kindly? The burning day was
dead; the sick man turned his eyes to the open
windows, and beheld the fathomless purple of the
night, and the milky blossoms of the stars. And he
strove to speak, but could not! The light of a
shaded lamp falling upon the table illuminated a
tiny object, blood-scarlet by day, carmine under
the saffron artificial light. There was only one pill-box.











































































